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Catherine and Petruchio. 


n E, Bab 1. iſnuſcs 
Emer Fad:ifla, d Perrin Ho. 
Pap. Us have |, 'r inſt my own ſelf intereſt, 
Repeated all 2.2 worit you are © expect 
rom my ſhrewd daugliter Catherme; i- youll venture 
\laugre my pl.un and honvit decliration, 
You have my free conſent, win her 4Gd wed her. 
Pet, Si zuier Bavtitia, thu it ſtauds with me. 
Anthonio my father, is deceaſed: 
You knew hin well, and, knowing him, know me, 
Left tolely heir to ail his lands and goods, 
Which I have betrer'd, rather than decreas'd. 
And i have thruſt myſeli into the wWor!d, 
Haply to wive and thrive as beſt | mav : 
My bufi..eſs aſketh haſte, old Siguior, 
And every day | cannot come to w. 
Let ſpecialties be ther-ft.:re drawn between us, 
1h t cov'nants may be k pt on either hand. 
Bap Yes, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain“, 
My daug ei's love, for that is in ai!, 
Pet. Why, that is nothing: for I tell you, father, 
am as peremptory as the proud-m nded ; 
Aud where two raging ficcs meet together, 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury. 
Tho' little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme guits will blow out fire and all; 
So I to her, and o ſhe yields to me; 
For I rough, and uo not like a bate. 
Bap. Ard will you woo her, Sir. 
Pet. Why came | hither but to that intent? 
Think you a little din can daunt my cars? 
Hare I not in my time heard tions roar ? 
Have | not heard the ca puſt'd up wita winds ? 
Havel not heard great ordnance in the fictd ? 
And le ven's artillery thonler in the ixtes ? 
Have l rot in a pitched battle heard 
Lud larums, neighing ſeeds, avd trumpets clangre 2 
And do you tell! me of a w.man's tongur, 
That gives not half fo great a blos to hear, 
As will a cheinut in a tarmer' hre 7 
Tuch, tuch! fcare boys with vuge, 
Bape, Then thou'rt ch man, 
ne 18 not not, wut wemperate as the morn ; 
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That ſhall ſhe know, and know my mind at once. 11. 
['il portion her above her gentle filter, Ot 
New married io Hortenſt)., 
Pe:. Say'it thou me fo? Then as your daughter, To 
Signior, * "iT 

Is rich enough to be Petruchtio's wife; Ye 
Ee ſhe as curit as Socrates' Xantippe, De 
She moves me not a whit-—Were the as ron gil 2 
As are the ſweiling Adriatic ſeas, T3 


I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
It wealthily, then happily in Padua, 

Fap. Well may it thou no , and happy be thy ſpecd; T. 
Bu: be thou arm'd for om unhappy words, 

Pet. Ay, to the proof, as movntains are for winds, Ot 
That ſhake not, tho' they blow perpetually, 

Cat er.ne ani the Mate- ma ff. r make a naiſe within, Si 


JIuthcon after, Help! help! T1 
Cath. Out of tte houſe, vou ſcraping feol. Sa 
Pet. What noiſe is that? St 
Eap. Oh, nothing; this is nothing $0 
My caughter Catherine and her muſic- maſter; A 
Tuis is the third I've bad within this month: 8. 
She is an enemy to harmony. 'F 
E ter Multc-maſcer, A 

How now, friend, why doſt look ſo pale? Tt 
Alu fic maler. For tear, I gromiſ: you, if I do look 4 
pale. It 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good muſician ? M 
Beaffe-maſtir ] think ſhe'll ſoouer prove a foldier: B 


Aron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap. Why hen, thou canit not break her tothe lute? 
M. fi- mal. r. Why, no; tor ſhe hath broke the lute R 
to me. 8 

I 61d but tel her he miſtook her frets, 1 

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, FE 

When with a moſt impatient Jeviliſh ;pirir, 

F.ets call you them, quoth ſhe, I'll fret your fool“ cap: ( 
J 
£ 
E 
I 
1 


And with tht word, the flruck me on the head, 

| And thro” ihe inſtrument my pate made way, 
Andihbcre i ſtood amazed tor a whlte, 

As on a pillory, louking thro? the late: 

While the did call me raic:l fddler, 

And twangl ng Jeck, with twenty tuch vile terms, 
As {he had Riudeed ro witile me ſo. 
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love her ten times more than efr I did; 

Oh how [I long to have a grapple with her! 

Mſi mater. | would not make another trial with her, 

To purchaſe Padua: for what is paſt 

I'm paid ſuffciently: If at your leiſure, 

You think my broken fortunes, head and lute, 

Deſerve 10me reparation, you know where 

T“ enquire for me; and ſo good gentlemen, 

I ain your much diforder'd humble ferrant, [ Exin, 
Hap. Not yet mov'd, Petruchio! do you flinch ? 
Pat. I am more and more impatient, fir; and long 

To be a partner in thoſe favourite pleafures, 

Bap. O, by all means, ſir— Will zou go with me, 

Or mall H ſend my daughter Kate to you? 

Pet. 1 pray you do, L will attend her here. [Exit Bap. 

Since that her father is ſo refolute, iy 

I'll woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes; 

Say that ſhe rail, why,then, Ill tell her plain 

ne ſings as ſweetly as a uightingale: 

Say that ſhe frown, I Il ſay ſhe looks as clear 

As morning roſes, newly waſh'd with dew : 

Say ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word, 

Then II commen her votubility, | 

And ſay ſhe utterith piercing eloquence, 

It ſhe do bid me pack, I'll give ber thanks, 

&s tho? ſhe bid me ſtay by her a week ; 

It ſhe deny to wed, Il crave the day. 

Wren I ſhall aſk the banns, and when he married 

But here ſhe comes, and now, Petruchio, ſpeak. | 

E ter Cathe ine. [houſe ! 
Cath, How ! tu n'd adtift, nor know my father's 

Reduc'd to this, or none, the maid's laſt prayer; 

Cent to be wood like bear unto the (take ? 

Trim wooirg like to be !—and he the bear 

For I ſhall bait him yet the man's a man, 
Pet. Kate in a calm !—Maids n uft not be wooers, 

Good morrow, Kate, for that's your name, I hear, 
Caih, Well have you heard, but impudently iaid, 

They call me Catherine that do talk of me. 

Per. You lie, in faith, for you are call'd plain Kate, 

And bonny K:te, and ſometimes Kate the curſt, 

But Kate the prettieſt Kate in Chriſter dom, 

Take this of me. ate of ny confolatioa ! 

ea ing thy mildneſs prais'd in every town, 

ne is not᷑ nut, wut (emperate as the morn ; 
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Thy k virtnes ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounde:], 
Iny affability and baſhful modeſty, 
(Yet not ſo deep y as to thee belongs) 
Myſelf am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. 
Cath. Mov'd ! in good time; let him that mov « you 
hither, 
Rem:/veyoulence! I knew you at the firſt, 
You were a moveable, 
Pet. A moveable f Wir, what's that? 
Carb. A jciit-ttool, 
Per, Thou halt it; come, ſit on re, 
Cath. Aﬀes are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and fo are you. 
Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light 


* , . g C 
Cath. Too light for ſuch a [wain a: you to catch, 

3 Gol g. 
Pet. Come, come, you waſp; i'faith, you are too 


angry. 

Ca: b. If I be waſpiſh, bet beware my ſiing. 

Per. My remedy, then is to pluck it out, 

Cath. Ay, if the fool could fiad it where it lies. 

Pet, The fool knows where the honey is, ſweet “ate. 

| [Offers to &? 5 ire 

Cath. *Tis not for drones to taſte, 

Pei, That will I try. [She frites bin. 
I ſwear l' cuff you, if you ſtrike again. 
Nay, come, Kate, come; you mult not look ſo four, 

Cath. How can I help it, when I tee that face; 


But ell be thock'd no longer with the fight. Going. 


Pet. Nay. hear you, Kate; in ſooth you 'ſcape not 10, 

Cath. I chafe ; wu, if I tarry—let me go. 

Pet, No, not a whit, I find you paſling gentle; 
*Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fullen, 
And now | find report a very liar. 

Thou can'it not fruwn, thou can'ſt not look afkance, 
Nor bite the lip as angry wenches will, 

Nor haſt thou pleaſu e to be croſs in talk; _ 

But thou with mildneſs e-tertain'ft thy wooers, 


With gentle conference. {::ft and attibie. 


Cath. This is i eyond all patience; ddn*t prov. ke me. 
Per, Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp * 
Oh fland*rous world! Kite like the hazelt 1g, 
Is ſtrait, and flender, and as brown in hae 
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O let me fee thou » alk, thou doſt not halt. 
Cato. Go, fool, and whom thou keeß'ſt, command, 
Pet. D d ever Lian ſo become a grove, 
As Kate this chamber, with her princely gate? 
On be thou Dian, andlet her be Kate, 
And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dian ſpor fai. 
Cath. Where did you fiud; all this goodly ipcech ? 
D. It is extempore, from my mother wit, 
C-th. A witty mother, witleſs elſe her fon, 
Pr. Am I not wiſe? 
(Cath. Yes, in your own c ncelt, 
Keep yourſelf warm with that, or elſe you'll freeze. 
Vet. Or rather warm me in thy arms, my Kate! 
And therefore ſetting all this chat aſide, 
Thus in plain term: your father hath conſente! 
hat you ſhall be my wife; your dowry *greed on, 
Aud will you, will you, I wil marry you. 
Cath, Whether L will or o -O tortune's ſpite ! 
Hu. Nay, Kate, | am a huſband for your turn; 
For by this light, whereby I ec thy beauty, 
(1 hy beauty that doth make me lice thee wel) 
Thou muſt be married to no man but me: 
For I ain he am born to tage you, Kate. 
Cath. That will admit di pute, my ſaucy groom. 
P. Here c mes your father; never make denial, 
I muſt and will have Catherine to my wife, 
Euer hep fa | 
Bap. Now, ſienior, now, how ſpeed you with my 
daughter? | 
Pe. How ſhould I ſpeed but well, fir? how but well? 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. 
Bap. Why, how now, daughter Catherine, in your 
dumps ? | | | 
Cath. Call me daughter? Now I promiſe you 
You've ſhew'd a tender fatherly regard, 
To wiſh me wed one half lunatic; 
A ma :-cap ruffian, and a ſwearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 


Bap. Better this Jack than ſtarve, and that's your 
portion 


Pei. Father, 'tis thus; yourſelf and all the world 
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amils of her; 
If ſhe be curſt, it is for policy ; 

For ſhe's not forward, but modeſt as the dove; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 


* 
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For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griflel, 
And Roman Lucrece for her chaſtity ; 
And, to conclude, we've ' greed fo well together, 
We have fix'd to-morrow for the wedding-day 
Cath, Ill ee thee hang'd to-morrow, tirit—To mor- 
row | 
Bap. * hark; the ſays ſhe'll ſee thee hang'd 
hrit ; 
Is this your ſpeeding ? 
Pet. Oh! be patient, (ir, 
If ſhe and [ be pleas'd, what's that to you; 
*Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall ftill be curs'd in company, 
Cath, A plague upon his impudence ! I'm vex*d— 


I' marry my revenge, but I vill tame him, [Alle. 
Pet. | tell you, 'tis incredible to believe 
How much ſhel. ves me; Oh! the kindeſt Kate! 


She hung about my neck, and kiſs on kits, 
She vied io fait, proteſting oath on oath, 
That in a twink ſhe won me to her love. 
Oh ! you are novices; 'tis a world to fee 
How tame, when men and women are alone— 
Give me thy hand, Kate, | will now av ay 
To buy apparel for my gentle bride : 
Father, provide the featt, and bid the gueit-, 
Bap. What doſt thou ſay, my Catherine! Give thy 
hand. 
Cath. Never to man ſhall Cath'rine give her hand: 
Here *tis, and let him take it an' he dare. 
Pet, Were it the fore - foot of an angry bear, 
I'd ſhake it off; but as it is Kate's, | kits it, 
Cath, You'll kits it cloſer, e' er our moon be wain'd. 
Bap. Heav'n fend you joy, Petruch.o—'tis a match. 
Pet. Father and wife, adien. I muſt away 
Unto my country-houſe, and ſtir my grooms, 
Scower their country ruſt, and makes em fine, 
For the reception of my Catherine 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array, 
To-morrow, Kate, ſhall be our weddiug-day. . 
| Exit Pe-ruch o. 
Bap. Well, daughter, though the man be ſomewhat 
wild, 
And thereto frantic, yet hi: means are great; 
Though haſt done well to ſeize the firſt «ind offer, 


For by thy mother's ſoul, *twill be the laſt, 
— 85 Cath, 
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Cab „ur, hath followed your co mind. 
Ba'. du in earneſt? Haſt no trick behind? 
PI te thec u thy word, and fend t' invite | 

My fon in law, Hurtento, and thy Gfter, 
And all ur friends, to giace thy nuptials, Kate, 
| LF Pap. 

C th Why, yes; filter Bianca now ſh1ll lee 
The poor abandon'd Catherine, a- ſhe calls inc, 
Can old het head as high, and be as proud, 
And m.ke her huſband itoop unto her lure, 
As ſhe, or e'er awite in Padua. 
As double as my portion be my ſcorn: 
Look to your feat, Fetruchio, or I throw you. 
Catherine ſhall tame this haggard—or if the fails, 


Shall tie her tongue up, and pate down her nails. [Ex. 


ACT II. E- cr ata, Hortenſio, Catherine, Fi anca, 
and Attendant; | 


Bap. 8222 Hortenſio, this is the appointed day, 


Thar Catherine and Petruchio ſhould be mar- 

ried; 

And yet we hear not of your ſon-in law. 

What will be ſaid? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom when the prieſt attends 

To ipeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 

What ſays Hortenſio to this ſhame of ours? 

Cat . No thame but mine; 1 muſt, fortooth, be forced 

To give my hand oppos'd againſt my heart, 

Unto a mid brain Kudeſby, tuli of ſpleen, 

Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 

I told you, he ua a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour; 

And to be noted for a merry man, | 

He'll woo a tho ſand, *point the day of marr'age, 

Make fr.ends, invite ; yea and proclaim the banns 

Yet never mean to wed were he hath woo'd, 

Now muli the world point at poor Catherine, 

And ay lo there is mad ctruchio's wite, 

If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
Bran. uch haſty matches fel om end in good. 
Hoy. at ence, good Catherine, and Bianca too; 

Upon my lite, Petruchio mens but nell, 

Wha ever fortune ſtays him fi om his word; 


Tho he be blunt, I know him paſting wile ; 


. 
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Tho? he be merry, yet wittal he's honeſt. 
Cath, Would | had never ſeen his Honeſty.— 
Oh! I could tear my- fleth tor very madnets. 
. (Catherine. 
Bap. Follow your ſiſter, gir , and c mifort her 
| Ex:t lanca. 
Ex Biondello, 
Bron, Maſter, maſter | news! and ſuch news as you 


- Never heard of. 


Bap. Is Petruchio come? 

B on Why no, tir, | 

Bar. What then? 1 , 

Bion. He is coming; but how? Why in a new hat 
a d an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches, chrice turned; 
a pair ot boots that have been candle cates, one buckled, 
another lac-d ; an old ruity (. ord, ta'en out of the town 
a mory, with a broken hilt, and chapeleis, with two 
broken points; his horſe hipped uit an old mothy ſad- 
dle, the ilirrups of no kindred ; belides, poſleſſed with | 
the gladners, waid, in the back, and ſhoulder ſhotten, 
near legged before, and w th a haf check'd bit; anda 
head ! all of ſheep leather, which being reſtrained to 
keep him from i1t.mbling, h+th been otten burit, and 
now repair-d with kno-s; one girt fix tiu es pieced, and 
a woman $ crupper of velure, which hath two letters for 
her name, fairly tet down in ſtuds, and here and there 
pieced with pack-thread. 

Bap Who comes with h m? 

Bion. O fir, his lacquey tor all the world capariſoned 
like the horſe, with a linen ſtock on one leg and a ker- 
ſey boot hoſe on the other, gartered with a red and blue 
lit, an old hat, and the humour of forty fancies pricked 
upon it tor a feather A moniter! a very monſter in 
apparel, and not like a Chriſtian foot boy, or a gentle- 
man's lacquey, 

gap. 1 am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 

Ent r Petruchio and Grumio, fawaftically habited. 
Pet. Come, were be thete gallants ? Who is at home? 
Be. You're welcome, fir, | 
Per. Well am I come theny fr. 

Bap. Not ſo well parell'd as I with you were, 

Pet, Why were it better, I thouid ruſh in thus: 

But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride ? 
Ho Joes my father? Gentles, methinks you frown ; 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company? 


As 


CATHERINE AND PRTRCUCHIO. It 
As if they faw tome wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? 
Baß. Why, fir, ou know this is your wedding-Uay ; 
Firſt, we were ſad, fearing you would not come, 
N w tidder, that you come 10 unprovided, 
Fy ! doft this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An eye-tore to our toieinn feſtival. 
Ho . And te l us what occalion of import 
Hath all along detain d you from your wife, - 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike yourtelt ? 
"Per. Tedious it were to tel! and harſh to hear: 
Let it ſuffice, i'm come to keep my word; 
But were is Kate? I flay too long tor her; 
The morning wears ; *tis time we were at church. 
Her. See not your bride in theſe unreverent robes ; 
Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 
Pet. Not I, believe me, thus 'I vi t her. 
„ Bap. But thu: | truit „ou will not marry her? 
Pet. Ooodſooth, even thus; theretore ha' done with 
words ! 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloaths : 
Could | repair wha: ſhe «ill wear in me, 
As I could change theſe poor accoutrements, 
* [were well for Kate, and better for myielf, 
But what a fool am I to chat ich you, 
When 1 ſhould bid good- mor ow to my bride, , 
And ſeal the title with a lovely,kiſs ? 
What, hol my Kate! my Kate! ' Exi: Petruchio 
Hr. He hath ſome meaning in this mad attire : 
We will puriuade him, be it poſſible, 
To put on better, ere he go to church. 
Bap. Vl after him, and ſee th' e ent of this. 
| { Exeznt all ut Grumies , 
Gram. He's gone ſwearing to churen with her I would 
ſooner have led her to the gallows. If he can but hold 
it, 'tis well—And if I know any thing of myſelf and 
maſter, no two men were ever born with ſuch qualities 
io tame women. — When madam goes home, we 
muſt look tor another-guiſe matter than we have had, — 
We ſhall ſce'old Coil between em. ——if I can ſpy in- 
to fnaturity a little, there will be much clatter among the 
moveahbles, and ome practice fur the ſurgeons. By this 


the parſon has given 'em his hicence to fall together by 
the ears. 


Enter Pero. J 
2 2 P. 4. 
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Pcd, Grumio, your maſter bid me find you out, and 
ſpecd you to your country-houſe, to prepare tor bis te- 
ception, and if he finds vot things as he expects 'em, 
according to the directions that he gave jou, you know, 
he ſays, u hat follows ; 'This meſſage he delivered before 
his br de, even in her way to church, and ſhook his 
n hip in token of his love. 

Grume I underſland it, fir, and will convey the ſame 
token o my horte immediately, that he may take to his 
heels, in order to {ave my bones, and his own ribes. 

af [Exit Grumio. 
Ped. So cdd a maſter, and ſo fita man, 
Were never {een in Padua before, 
En er b iondello. 
Now, Biondello, came you from the church? 

Bion. As willingly as e'er 1 came from ſchool. 

Ped. And is the bride and bridezroom coming home; 

Bion. A bridegroom, ſay you? *tis a groom indeed: 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find. 

Ped. Curſter than th. ? why, 'tis impoſſible, 

Bien. Why, he's a devil; a devil! a very fiend! 

Pid, Why, ſhe s a devil; a devil! the devil's dam. 

Bien. Tut! the's a lamh, a dove, a fool to him. 
T'Il tel} you, brother Pedro. when, the prieſt 
Did aſk if Catherine ſhould be his w te, 
Aye, by gogs-wounds, quoth he, and wore ſo loud 
That, all amaz'd, th pri- ſt let fall bi book; =» 
And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 
This mad-bra1n'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down fell prieſt ard book, and book an4 pricll, 
Now take them up, quot) he, if any lit. 

Ped, What laid the v ench when he rote up again? 


Bion. Tremi:led and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp'd ang 


iwore, 
As if the vicar went to cozen him. 
But after mary ceremonies done, 
He calls for u ine; a health, quoth be, a- if 
He'd been ab ard caronſfing to his mates 
After a ſtorm; quafft off the muſcadel, 
And thiew the ſops all in the ſexton's face.; 
Having no ocher caufe, but that his beard 
Grew thin and huny«rlv, and ſeem'd to aſk 
His ſops as he was drinking. This done he touk 
The bride about the teck, and kife'd her lips 
With ſuch a clamourous unack, that at the parting 


- 
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All the churc 1 echo'd; and I ſeeing this, 
Came thence for very ſhame; and af.er me 
I know the rout is coming. 
Such a mad marriage never was before — [Mac.] 
Hark, hark, I he-r the minſtrets play. 
En:er Petruchio gi g) Catherine, Bianca, Hortenſio, 
and Baptiſta. 
Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
pains; 
| I know yon think to dine with me to-day, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheer ; 
But lo it is, my haſte doth call me hence; 
And therefore, here I mean to ta e my leave. 
Bap. I't poſſiole you will away to night? 
Fc, 1 muſt away to-day, before vight come. 
Make it no wonder; it you knew my bulinefs, 
; You would i;treat me rather go than fray ; 
An .ivhoneſt company, I thanks you all, 
1 hat have beheld me giv: a'voy my elf 
to this mo patient, 1xeet, autl virtuons wife 3 
Dine with my father, drink a nealth to mt, 
For I muſt hence, and farewe! 10 zou all. 
Ho. Let me intieat yo , tiay tail after dinner. 
t. It may not e. 
den. Let me in reat you, that my fitter ſtay; 
] came on purpoſe to attend the wedding; 
An paſ; this day in wirth and teltival, 
Pet. It can ot be 
Let me intreat you, 
P.. I am content. 
Cath. Are you content to ſtay ? 


id Pet, | am content, you ſhall intreat wy ſtay ; 
But yet not ſtay, initeat me low you can. 
Ca. ow, if you love me, ſtay. . 


Pe. M 1 horſes, there! what, ho! my horſes, there! 
C. th, Nay then, 
D what thou canſt, I will not go to-day ; 
No, nor to- orrow ; nor tiil I pleaſe myſelf. 
The door 1s open, lir, there lies your way ; 
You may he jogging, while your boots are green. 
For me, I'll not go till | pleaſe myſelf; 
'Tis like you'll prove a jolly turly groom, 
To take t on you at the firſt fo roundly. 
Lap. O Kate, content thee ; pr'ythee, be nct angry. 


All Caib. 
C. 3 # 
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Cath, 1 will be angry; waat haſt thou to do: 
Father, be qui.t he thall : ay my I. ifure. 
Hor Ay, n arry, fir, now 1t begins to work. 
Cath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner. 
I ſee a woman may be made a tool, 
It ſhe had net a ſpiri to reſiſt. 
Pet. They ſhall g forward, Aae at t“ y command, 
C bey the biid-, you that attend on her: : 
Go to the feaſt, revel and d minecr ; 
Carouſe full meaſu:e to her maidenhe”d ; 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourtelves ; 
But for my bunny A te, ſhe mult with we. 
May look not big, nor amp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be maſter o What i> mine own ; 
She is m, goods, my cha'tels; ſhe is my houſe, 
My honſhold tuft, my field, my barn, 
My horſe, my ox, my afs, my an; thing; 
And here ſhie ſtands, touch her whoever dare; 
Tit bring u y action en the proudelt he 


That lors my wa. in Van,: Pt :chio, 


Draw forth thy weapon, thou'rt beſet with thieves ; 

deſcue thy vite then, if thou bea men. 
Fear nos, tweet we ch, they (hall not tzuch thee, Late; 
Pl buckler thee : gain « raill on, Kare, [Vatunt mne. 

SCENI, fore Pe ruchio?. Fcrje, 
Huter Lrumia. 

G .F „, fy on all jades, and ai! „mid in ſters, and 

foul w. og Was uver man fo beaten, Was ever man 0 


raide? Was ever man to we! ry * FL am ſent before to 


make a fire, and they are coming afrer to wa mm. them. 
Now were I not a little pot, and on hot, wy ver) lips 
might ree ze to m teeth my to ngüc der the 1001 of ny 
month, my heart in my be ly. ere! ſhould come by a 
fire to tha me, but i with blow ug the fire thall warm 
myſelf, for conlidering the weather, à taller ia than T 
will take cold—ilolla, ho, Curtis“ { Enter Curtis. 

Cur. Who Is it tha calls to coldly ? 

Crum, A piece of ice. f thuu doubt it, thou mavxꝰſt 
flide from my thould- r to my heel, with no greater a 
Tun but my head and my neck. 4 fire, good Cartit. 

(cu. is my maſter and his wife coming, Crmio? 

Grum, Oh, ay, Curtis, ay; aud therefore, fire, fire, 
92 on no water. 

Car. Is ſhe fo hot a Shrew as ſhe's reported ? 


Grun, She was, good Cart, betcre the froſt ; but 
thou 
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thou know'ſt, winter tames man, woman and beaſt, for 
it hath tamed my old matter, and my new miſtreſs, and 
myleit, fellow Cu 15. 

Car, Away, y v thick-pated fool lamm beat, 

Gram. Wh. re's the cook? Is ſupper ready, the houſe 
trimmed, ruſhes ſtrewed, cobweb- ſwept, the tervingy 
men in their new fuſtian their white ttockings, and 
every officer his weld ng garments on? Be the Fact's 
fair within, tie F://'s fair withont, carpets laid, and 
every thing in or er? | 

Cur. All ready: and therefore, I pray thee, what 
news? | 

Grum. Firſt know, my horſe is tired, and my maſter 
and miſtreſ fallen out 
Cur. Hor? | 

Gram. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt; and thereby 
han s a tale. 

Cur. Let's hi't, good Gr. mio. 

Grim, Lend thine ear. 

Cur. Here. 

Crum. There! [ "trites him. 

Cur, This is to fecl a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Grum And therefore is called a ſenfile tale: And 
this cuf was but to kneck at your ear, and beſeech 
liſtlening. Now LI oegin: /myrincs, we came dowa 2 
toul hill, my maſter riding behind y miſtreſs, —- 

Cur, Both on one horſe ? 

Grm. bat's that to thee? tell thou the tale. But 
hadſt thou not croit me, thou ſhouldſt have heard how 
her horic tell aud ſhe under her horfe thou ſhould(t 
have hea d in how mirya p ace how ſhe was bemoiled; 
how he leit her with ine horſe upon her, how he beat 
me becauls her ho 1- tumbled, hw ſhe waded through 
the dirt to pluck im ff me; how he ſwore, how ſhe 
prayed, that neve prayed before! how | cryed, how 
the horſes ran away, ho her brid e was burſt, how [I 
lot my crapper ; ho » my wiſctreſs lolt ker flippers, tore 
and bemire ber garments, limped to the farm-houſe, 
put on Rehecca's old ſhoes and petticoat ; with many 
thin:s worthy of memory, which now ſhall die in obli- 
vion, and thou return unexperieiced to thy grave. 

Cur, By this reckoning, he is more ſhrew than ſhe, 

Grun. Ay, for the nonce—and that, thou and the 
proudeft of you all ſhall find, whan he comes home — 


But what talk 1 of this? call forth Natbanzel, 775. 
Mi lola 
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N'c/olas, Fhilip, Walt, 194 %, and the reſt: Let theit 
heads be fleek combed, and their blue coats bruſhed» 
and their garters of an indifferent knit; let them cours 
teſy with their | ft legs, and net preſume to touch a 


hair of my maſter's horte tail, till they kiſs their hands. 
Are they all ready ? 


Cur. I hey are, 
Grum, Call them forth. 


Cr. Do you hear, ho! Nathaniel, J, Nicholas, 
&c. Where are you! > 


En er Nathaniel, Philip, Sc. 
Nath, Welcome home, Gramto, 
Phil, Bow now, 8 ? 
Pet, N hat, Cr. 
N.. %. F low Cranio 
Nb. tow now, old lad! 


rum. Welcome, you; how now, you; what you; 
fellow you ; and thus much tor greeting. Now, my 
ipruce companiviis, is all ready, aud all things neat ? 

Nath, All things are re:dy; hos near is our = aſter? 

Grum. Een t han; d, 8 412d y this; and therefore, 
be not Cocks p. alf on! Hence, ] hear ny maſter, 

Enter Petruchio and Catherine. 

Pt. Where are theſe k aves* * hat, no man at 
Door, to hold my N or to ta e wy horie ? 
Where is N. hi, gory, Philip? 

All, Here, here, he: here, fir. 

Pet. Here, fir; here: fir; here, fr; here, fir! 
You loggerheaded and unpolifh's grooms; 

What, no atiendance, no regard, no qu y ? 
Where is the foolich knave | ſent before ? 
| Gum. Here, tir, as fooliſh as I was hefore. 
Pet. You peaſa t ſwain, you K horeſon milt-horie 
drudge 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring ilong thele raſcal Knaves with thee ? 

Grum. Nathanie 's coat, fir, was not fully made; 
And Gabrie's pumps were all unpink'd vth” heel; 
Thete was no lin to colour Fete 's hat, 

And H a'ter's dagger was not cone from ſheath ng: 
There were none fine but . dam, Na, and Gregory, 
he reit were ragged, old, and beggiily : 

Yet as they are, here they a e come 10 meet you, 

Pet. Go, rateuls go, an; Ictch my ſapper in. 


| Ls: Ant Servants. 
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17 
Fnter Servants, with ſupper. | 
Why, when, I {ay ? Nay, good ſwect Kaze, be merry. 
Off with my boors, you rogue: you villains, nen! 
Out, out, you r-gue, you puck my foot awry, 
Take hat, and mind the plucking off the other, 
| [Strikes him, 
Be merry, Kate / Some water here. What, hoa! 
Where a.e my flippers? Shall i have ſome water ? 
Enter Servant with water. 
Come, Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily, 
[ Ser van: lets fail the water, 
You wh reſon villain, will you let it fall? 
Cath. Patience, I pray yon, twas a fault unwilling. 
Pet, A whoreſon, beetle-headed, flap-ear'd knave ! 
Come. Kate, lit dowu ; I know you have a ſtomach, 
Cath. indeed | have: 
And never was repaſt ſo welcome to me. 


Pet, Will you give thanks, ſweet Kate, or elſs (ſhall I? 
What's thi , mutton ? 


Sery, Yes. 

Ter, Who broughg it? 

Serv. I. 

Pet. Tis burnt, and ſo is all the meat: 
Whit dogs are theſe! Where 1s the raſcal cook? 
How durit you, villain, bring it from the drefler, 
And ſerve it thus to me, that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all. 


| Throws tle meat, &c, about. 
You heedleſs jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves ! 
What, do youu grumble? I'll le with you ftratght; 
1 [ Exeun' all the Servants. 
Cath. I pray you, huſband, be not fo diſquiet; 
T be meat was weil, and well I could have eat, 
If you were ſo diſpoſed ; I'm ſick with faſting, 
Pet | tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried away, 
And I exprels'y ain forhid to touch it; 
For it engenders choler, plan eth anger; 
And better it were that both of us did faſt, 
Since of ourſelves. ourſelves are choleric, 
Than feed it with ſuch over roalted fleſh— 
Be patient; to morrow it ſhall be mended, 
And for this night we'll fait for company. 
Come, L will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. [ Exeunts 


CATHERINE AND PETRUCHIO. 


Aer UI. Enter Catherine a Gtumio. 
Crum. O, no, forſooth, I dare not for my life. 
Cath, pi'ythee go, and get me ſome repaſlt ; 

I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food. 

Grum, What ſay you to a neat s foot? 

Carb. Tis paſſing good; | pr'ythee let me have it, 

Grum. | fear it is to phlegiratic a meat. 

How ſay you to a fat ti pe, finely boil'd ? : 
Cate Ilike it well ; good Grumio fetch it me, 

Grum, | cannot tell fear, it's choleric. 
What ſay you to a piece ot beef and muſtard? 

Cath A diſh that I do love to feed upon. 

Grzm, Aye, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 

Cato. Why then, the beef, and let the muitard reſt. 

Grzm. Nay, that I will not, you ſhall h.ve the 

muttard, | 
Or elſe you get no beef of Grumis. 

Caih, Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 

G um. Why then, the muſtard, dame, without the beef. 
Cat', Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding flave, 
That feeds me only with the name of meat. | Beats him. 

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 
That triumph thus upon m, miſery. 
Go, get thee gone | * 

Per. How fares my X 1% 

What, ſweeting, all amort? Miſtreſs, what cheer ? 
Cath. Faith as cold as can be. 

Pet. Pl. ck up thy ſpirits, look cheerfully upon me, 

For now, my hcney-laye, we are retreſh'd— 

Cath. Refreſh'd, with what? 

Pe/, We will return unto thy father's houſe, 

And revel it as bravely as the beſt, 

With ſilken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 

With ruffs, and cuffs, and fardirgals, and things: 

With ſcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav'ty, 

Now thou haſt eat, tue taylor days thy leiſme, 

To deck thy body with his ruſtling treature. 

Enter Taylor. EN 

Come, taylor, let us ſee tiieſe ornaments. 

| Enter Haberdaſher. 

Lay forth the gown—U hat news with you, fir ? 
Haber. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpea', 
Pet, Why this was moulded on a porringer ; 

A velvet diſh : fy, fy, 'tis lewd and filthy: 
by 'tis a cockle, or a walnut-ſhell, 


[ Enter Petruchio. 


Away 


nd. 
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Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Cath, I'll have no bigger; this doth fic the time, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap. 
And gentlæwomen wear ſuc 1 caps as theſe, 


Per, When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not till then. 
Cath, Why, fir; I truſt I may bave leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak I will; I am no child, no babe; 
Your vetters have endur'd me ſay my mind; 
And it you cannot, beit you ſtop your ears ; 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 
Or elle my heart, concealing it, Wil break; 
And rather than it ſhall, Iwill be free, 
E en to the utmoſt as I pleaſe in words, 
let. Thou ſay'ſt true, Kate, it is a paultty cap, 
A cu ard cothn, bauble, ſilken pie. 
1 love thee well, in that thou lik' t it not. 
Cath. Love me, or love me not, I hke the cap, 
And I will have it, or I will have none. 


Pet. Thy gown? why, aye , come, taylor, let me ſee't, 


O mercy, Heaven! what maiking (tuff is here? 

What's this, a ftleeve? *Tis like a demi- canon; 

What up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart ! 

Here's — and nip, and cut, and fliſh, and flaſh, 

Like to a cenfer 1n a barber's ſhop. 

Why, what the devil's name, taylor, call'it thou this 
Grum. | fee ſhe's like to've neither cap nor gown. 
Tayl»r, You bid me make i: orderly and well, 

According to the faſhion ot the time. 

Pet. Marry, and did: but it you be remember'd, 
dit not bid you mar 1t to the time, 

Go, hop me over every kennel, home; 

For you (hall hop without my cuſtom, fir : 

I'll none of «: ; hence, make your be it of it. 

Cath. | never ſa a better faſhion'd gown, 


, 


More quaint, more plealing, nor more c x:nmendable ; 


Belike you mean tq-make a puppet of me. 


Pet. * hy, trug; he meau to make a pup-et of thee, 
Taylor. She ſays your worſhip means to make a gup- 


pet of her. 


Pet. Ob! moſt monſtrous arrogance ! 
Thou ieſt, thou thread, thou himble, 


Thou yard, three quarters, halt yard quarter, nail, 


Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket, thou! 
Brav'd in my own houle, with a ſkein of thread! 


Away 


} 
' 
| 


20 CATHERINE AND PEI RUCH(O, 


Away thou rig, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
] tell thee, |, that thou halt mari'd the gown. 

aver. Your worſhip is deceived, the gown is made 
juſt as my maſter had cireciion ; Cranio gave order how 
it ſhould be done. 

Grum. | gave him no order, I gave him the ſtuff. 

Taylor, but how did ou Lefire it ſhould be made? 

Grum. Marry, fir, with a needle and thread. 

Taylor. Bur did you not requeſt to have it cut? 

Gram. Though thou haft faced many things, face not 
me: I {ay untotbee, I tid thy maſt er cut the gown, but 
I did not bid him cut it to pieces. Ege. thou lieſt. 

Tay lor. M hy here is the note of the taſhion to teſtify, 

Pet. Read it. | 

T aylor. [mnrimis, a looſe bodied gown. 

Grem, Maſter, it ever | ſaid a luote bodied gown, few 
me up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death with a 
bottom of brown thread ;—1 ſaid a own, 

Fet. Proceed. 

Tao. With a ſmall compatis cape, 

Grum. I coufeſs the cape. 

Taylor. With a trunk fleeve, 

Grum. I conteſs two ſleeves. 

Tay er. The tleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pet. Ay, there's the villainy. 

Gram. Error 1th” bill, fir; error th" bill; T come 
manded the fleeves !onid be cut out, aud towed upon 
again, and that I'll prove vpun thee, though thy little 
finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tar. This is true that I ſay; an' IJ had thee in a 
place, thou ſhouldſt know it, | 


Grum. I am for thee, ſtraight Come on, you parch- 


ment ſhred! LT“ e fight. 
Pet M hat, chickens ſparr in preſence of the kite! 

Fill woop upon you both? out, out, ye vermin ! 

| Feu them off. 

Cath. For Heaven's ſake, fir, have patience l l.ow you 

fright me! : | C [LES 
Per, Well, come, my Kate; we will unto your father's, 

Even in theſe honeſt, mean habilinien's : 

Our purſes ſhall be proud, ur garments poor; 

For ris the mind that makes the body rich, 

We will hence, forthwith, 

To te-it and iport it at thy father's houſe: 

Go call my men, and bring our horſes out. . 


Cath, 
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Cab. O happy hearing! let us ſtraight be gone; 


I cannot tarry here anothef day. 
Pet. Cannot, my Kate! O he! indeed you ca 
Beſides, on ſecond thoughts, 'tis now too late 
For, look, how bright and goodly ſhines the moon. 
Cath. The moon! the ſun ; it is not moon-light now. 
Pet. I fay it is the moon that ſhincs fo bright, 
Cath. I ſay it is the ſun that ſhines ſo bright. 
Pet. Now, by my mother”s ſon, and that's myſelf; 
It ſhall be moon, or (tar, or what ] liſt, 
Or e'er I journey to your father*s houſe : 
Go on, and fetch our horſcs back again. 
Evermore crolt, and croit ; nothing but croſt! 
Grum. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Cath. I fee 'tis vain to ſtruggle with my bonds; 
So be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe : 
And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh-candle, 


21 


Henceforth, I vow, it ſhall be ſo for me. 


Pet. 1 fay it is the moon. 

Cath. I know it is the moon. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie; it is the bleſſed ſun. 

Cath. Juſt as you pleaſe, it is the bleſſed ſun ; 
But ſun it is not, when you ſay it is not; 
And the moon changes even as your mind : 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is, 
And ſo it ſhall be for your Catherine. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward: 
But ſoft, ſome company is coming here, 
And ſtops our journey. 

Enter Baptiſta, Hortenſio, and Bianca. 

Good - morrow, gentle miſtreſs, where away; 


Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 


Halt thou beheld a freſher gentlewoman ? 
Fair, lovely maid, once more good day to thee, 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's ſake. 

Bap. What's all this? 

Cath. Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, and ſweet, 
Whither away, or where is thy abode ? | 
Happy the parents of ſo fair a 97 

i ſtars 


Fappier the man whom favoural. 


ath, 


Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow. 
Bian. What mummery is this? | 


Pet. Why, how now, Kate? I hope thou art not mad! 
This is Baptiſta, our Md reverend father ; 


Aud not a maiden as thou ſay'ſt he is, 
1 7 D Cab. 


. 
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Cath. Pardon, dear father, my miſtaken eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazzled with the ſun, * 
That every thing I look on ſcemeth green. 
Now I perceive thou art my reverend father : 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. [Aue 

Bap. Riſe, riſe, my child; what ſtrange vagary's this 
I came to ſee thee, with my ſon and daughter. 

How lik'tt thou wedlock ? Art not alter'd, Kate? 
Cath. Indeed I am. I am transform'd to ſtone. 
Pet. Chang'd for the better much; art not, my Kate 
Cath. So good a maſter cannot chuſe but meud me, 
Hor. Here is a wonder, if you talk of wonders. 
Bap. And ſo it is; I wonder what it bodes. 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes; and love, and life, 

And lawful rule, and right ſupremacy 

And, to be ſhort, what not, that's LAY and happy, 
Bian. Was ever woman's ſpirit broke ſo ſoon ! 

What is the matter, Kate? hold up thy head, 

Nor loſe our ſex's beſt prerogative, 

To wiſh and have our will 
Pet. Peace, brawler, peace; 

Or I will give the meek Hortenſio, 

Your huſband, there, my taming recipe. 

Catherine, I charge thee, tell this headſtrong woman, 

What duty 'tis ſhe owes her lord and huſband, 

Cath. Fie, fie, unknit that threatening unkind brow, 
And dart not fcornful glayces from thoſe cyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor ! 

Thy huſband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy fovereign ; one that cares for thee ; 

And, for thy maintenance, commits his bod 

To painful labour, both by ſea and land, 

To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 

Whilſt thou ly'ſt warm at home, Fecure and fafe ; 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience 

Too little payment for fo great a debt. 

Bap. Now fair befal thee, fon Petruchio; 

The battle's won, and thou can'lt keep the field. 

Pct. Oh! fear me not 
Bap. Then, my new gentle Catherine, 

Go home with me along, and I will add 

Another dowry to another daughter, 


For thou art changed as thou hadſt never been. 


. 
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Pet. My fortune is ſufficient. Here's my wealth; 
Kiſs me, my Kate; and ſince thou art become 
So prudent, kind, and dutiful a wife, 

Petruchio here ſhall doff the lordly huſband ; 

An honeſt maſk, which I throw off with pleaſure. 
Far hence all rudeneſs, wilfulneſs, and noiſe, 
And be our future lives one gentle ſtream 

Of mutual love, compliance, and regard. 

How ſhameful ' tis when women are ſo ſimple 

To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace; 
Or ſcek for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 

Where bound to love, to honour, and obey ! 


THE END 


